CHAPTER 60 


June 13, 2011 


“Good Afternooooon! Are you all awake today?” 


Justin groaned slightly. It was gym class for the last period of the day. In a way, it 
was a blessing in disguise. After all, he wouldn’t have to change back into his 
uniform after class; he could just take off his track jacket, through his hooded jacket 
on and call it a day. Plus, it meant he had no more class work for the next hour. Of 
course, gym was gym, and Justin, not possessing any sort of athletic qualities 
whatsoever, despised the class. At least the gym teacher was kind of nice? He 
seemed way too excited; which sort of pissed Justin off in a way. But hey, the guy 
was trying. Points for effort. Chie had been standing next to Justin with a wide grin 
on her face. Justin wished he could share Chie’s enthusiasm for running around a 
field and occasionally kicking a ball; but alas, he didn’t see the point. 


“June in Japan can be pretty tiring, thanks to all the humidity and heat!” Mr. Kondo 
continued. “But don’t you waste your days away with laziness! Summer is very 
near, my friends!” 


“But isn’t that exactly when we would want to be lazy?” Justin whispered in an aside 
to Chie; his arms crossed in front of his chest. Chie just sort of shrugged her 
shoulders. Justin knew just as well as she did that she loved training and exercising; 
so really that statement didn’t apply to her. All the same, she could completely 
understand why others WOULD want to be lazy during the summer. 


“I'd rather be lazy in the winter.” Chie remarked. Justin twisted his head from side 
to side in slight agreement. While he did love to be lazy during summer vacation; 
winter just had that certain quality to it that made you never want to leave your 
house; and it wasn’t just the cold weather. Maybe it was just because it got darker 
earlier, maybe it was because he never wanted to ruin that perfect blanket of snow 
outside his house. He always hated when the streets got sanded, or someone 
shoveled the snow; it just covered that perfect white landscape in black dirt. This 
year marked the first year no one would be touching his yard, though. Even if that 
meant he’d be trapped in his house for a week. 


“You wouldn’t want that special someone to see you being lazy, would you?” Mr. 
Kondo remarked, a slight chuckle to himself afterwards. 


Justin raised a slight eye-brow before passing a quick glance over to Chie. He knew 
she was into kung-fu and stuff... Would being lazy look bad to her? Apparently Chie 
had felt Justin’s eyes fall upon her given that she soon twisted her head to meet his 
gaze, a slight shake of her head as though knowing what he had been thinking. 


Justin sighed in slight relief; though he tried to cover it up as best he could. He 
didn’t want to look paranoid over something as stupid as being lazy. 


“So today, let’s do 30 reps of the 100 meter dash! Running keeps the body and 
mind from rotting away!” Justin groaned especially loud at that one. He could barely 
do one lap around without his ribs killing him; let alone thirty. And how the fuck was 
that supposed to keep the mind from rotting away? Don’t BOOKS do that? He 
should know, what being the English teacher too and all. Mr. Kondo clearly noticed 
Justin’s irritable expression. “What’s with the sourpuss face, Justin? Do you want it 
to freeze like that?” 


“It froze like that years ago, sir.” Justin remarked sarcastically. Mr. Kondo chuckled 
Slightly. Justin did find it a bit irritating how into his job Mr. Kondo was, but on the 
bright side he was one of the few teachers that could take Justin’s smartass jabs 
with a grain of salt; let alone laugh at them. 


“Okay, okay, how ‘bout this? If you get this question right, I’ll cut it down to five!” 
Justin raised his eyebrow with pleasant surprise. That was still four more than he 
could bear; but five was a hundred percent better than four, no doubt about it. The 
only real problem was that Justin knew nearly nothing about gym or sports or— 


“What kind of exercise is a sprint classified as?” 
...Nevermind. Justin knew that at the very least. 


“Anaerobics?” He remarked after a short pause. He had been double checking in his 
head that he had not only heard the question right, but that he wasn’t mixing up 
sprinting with something else. He hadn’t been of course. Mr. Kondo smirked slightly, 
even if it seemed he was kind of upset that Justin had nailed that question on the 
head. 


“Ugh! So you knew! | didn’t think you were that informed about athletics, Justin!” 


“I’m not.” Justin interrupted, a slight shrug on his shoulders. Mr. Kondo just seemed 
confused how Justin had managed to get the answer right if he wasn’t informed on 
the topic. 


“Well, a promise is a promise! I'll make it five instead of thirty!” Justin fist pumped 
Slightly. Chie just sorta of chuckled to herself seeing Justin getting excited about 
getting out of doing laps. Hell, as much as she like to exercise, she’d be lying if she 
said she wasn’t too— 


“But | only promised Justin! Hahaha! Everyone else you got ten reps, got it!? Get 
ready!” Chie moaned slightly under her breath. She had assumed that Justin’s 
answer would have gotten them all out of doing laps; not just himself. Hell, Justin 
was getting a few looks from the rest of the class; some of jealousy, some of anger. 


It wasn’t fair that only he got less reps. He just sort of shrugged his shoulders as 
though to say “what the fuck do you want me to do about it?” 


Or at least, that was the initial reaction. While trying to fight off the looks he had 
been getting from everyone, Justin felt a cool trickle beat against his skull; a single 
rain drop bouncing off his head. Justin looked up and placed his palm towards the 
sky, feeling for rain. Sure enough, more and more rain drops had started to fall from 
the heavens. Soon what had been a few drops turned to a light shower, a haze of 
rain falling from the sky coating everyone on the field. At least it wasn’t pouring. 
Still, Mr. Kondo groaned a bit, knowing full well they couldn’t run if the grass got 
wet; it would make it slippery and if someone fell and got hurt he’d be in serious 
trouble. He sighed before turning his attention from the clouds above to the class 
again. 


“Alright everyone, you know the drill; in to the gymnasium we go.” Everyone turned 
around to make their way to the gym; slightly pleased with the weather’s 
intervention, save for Justin, who simply stood there hoping to ask Mr. Kondo 
something, and Chie, who had turned back around when she noticed Justin hadn’t 
been following them. “What’s up?” Mr. Kondo spoke up as he realized Justin had 
been hoping to speak with him. 


“What exactly are we doing in the gym?” He asked, an eyebrow raised. Chie was a 
little confused why he had stopped to ask that. He’d find out soon enough, and 
without having to stand in the rain. 


“Probably basketball. Why?” 


“Mind if | put in a request instead of my shortened reps?” 


“Alright everyone, I’m going to split you all into teams. We’re going to be playing 
dodgeball.” The spirit of everyone inside the gymnasium rose; save for maybe Kou, 
who knew that they usually played basketball when they came inside. It wasn’t 
often they got to play a sport that involved pegging shit at each other’s skulls; 
much to all of the guy’s pleasure. As for the girls... Well, most of them barely 
participated in gym, so a sport where all they had to do was not get hit was perfect 
for them. Chie smiled slightly to Justin in an aside. 


“| can’t believe you managed to convince him.” She remarked with excitement. 
Justin just sort of smirked a bit. Now this was a sport he could get behind. It was 
violent, and none of that running back and forth across the field bullshit. Unless 
they played Prision Ball, that is, but even then Justin could still get behind that. Back 
at his old school Justin was very good at sneaking past the other team to make it 
over to jail. No one usually payed him much mind during sports, since he was so 
shit at most of them; so no one so much as noticed him inching his way along the 


gymnasium wall, making his way to the other side. It made him a pretty valuable 
asset during capture the flag, too. 


“Alright, this half of the room, you’re on blue team. This half red.” Justin sighed in 
Slight relief; the division line was just to his right. Any further to the left and Chie 
and him would be on separate teams. It wasn’t so much that he wouldn’t mind 
playing against her; it’s just that he was afraid she threw balls as hard as she 
kicked. On the not so bright side, however, was Yu and Yosuke being past the 
division line, getting placed on the red team. Yosuke just sort of smirked when he 
realized they’d be going up against Justin, Chie, and Yukiko. It seemed like an easy 
victory for him. 


“Oh man, this is going to be good.” He remarked, a wide grin on his face. Yu smiled 
slightly too; though not because he felt they were going to have an easy victory. He 
was more than a little curious to see how well each of them would fare against each 
other. Justin just sort of crossed his arms, a slight glare towards Yosuke. He knew Yu 
wasn’t the one being full of himself now. 


“It'll be over before you even know it.” Justin spat out, countering Yosuke’s over- 
confidence with some of his own. Yosuke just laughed, clearly taking Justin’s remark 
as a joke. The two’s short exchange of insults was soon interrupted by two people 
from both sides approaching the middle of the court to join in on the conversation; 
Daisuke on Yosuke’s side, Kou on Justin’s. 


“Oh, hey Kou!” Chie remarked, a grin on her face as Kou made his way up to her 
side. The two of them were actually pretty good friends; though Justin had never 
really seen the two of them together. Kou smiled back as the two pounded fists 
against each other; almost like a secret handshake of sorts. 


“You're on this team too?” Kou questioned with excitement. “There’s no way we can 
lose now.” Chie blushed slightly. 


“Well | don’t Know about that.” She remarked, her hands on her hips, her head 
tipped to the side as though confused by Kou’s compliment. Kou just sort of laughed 
before turning over towards the opposing team, giving Daisuke a quick handshake 
of his own. The two flashed each other a quick grin, clearly taking this competition a 
lot less seriously then Justin and Yosuke were. 


“Don’t count your victories so soon.” Daisuke joked as he let go of Kou’s hand. Kou 
laughed slightly before withdrawing his arm back to his side. Justin rubbed at his 
chin slightly. Kou, Yukiko, Chie, and Justin versus Yu, Yosuke, and Daisuke; and in all 
honesty, Justin wasn’t sure whether he’d consider Yukiko an asset or not. It wasn’t 
that she was unathletic or anything; after all, the television world had proven the 
contrary to be true. It was just that she was one of those people that did the bare 
minimum to keep their grade in gym class; just sort of standing around and 
watching the game, and OCCASIONALLY throwing a ball if one got thrown her way. 


That said, the teams were pretty much even in that regard; mostly because Justin 
didn’t know anyone else in gym. He... may have had an idea. 


“Anyone care to up the ante a bit?” Justin remarked, a smirk on his face. Chie 
already knew where this was going; shooting Justin a glare in disapproval. 


“Oh no no no no. We are NOT making another bet.” 


“Relax, it won’t be as bad as last time.” Justin tried to reassure her. Yosuke had 
known better than to make bets with Justin, but... He couldn’t help but be curious. 
Besides, as hard as Chie could kick, and as hard as Justin could punch, he had never 
really seen the two catch a ball. He was confident in his odds, that’s for sure. 


“What are the stakes?” Yosuke asked, an eyebrow raised in curiosity. Justin 
smirked, knowing damn well he had Yosuke in his trap now. 


“Losing team buys the winners ramen. Or steak in Chie’s case.” 


“Hey, | can eat ramen too you know.” Chie interrupted, slightly offended by Justin’s 
snide remark. She knew he was joking though; so she let it slide. 


“Deal.” Yosuke remarked, shaking Justin’s hand. Yu’s eyes widened in deep 
concern. He had absolutely no confidence in Yosuke after that last bet. | mean, sure, 
this was a battle of might as opposed to wits; but still, he couldn’t help but fear for 
his wallet. The same could be said of Yukiko; though that was more of a lack of 
confidence in her own abilities than anything else. Chie, Kou, and Daisuke all 
seemed alright with the bet; | mean, it was only ramen after all. Sounded like it 
would be a fun way to up the tension in the match. Justin gave a quick nod to 
Yosuke as he let go of his hand, turning to make his way to the opposite side of the 
field. It took a while for each of the teams to make it to their respective side, but it 
did happen eventually. Mr. Kondo gave a quick nod too each side, as though 
confirming both teams were ready. Justin and Yosuke both nodded back. 


“Alright everyone; get ready...” Justin and Yosuke gave each other a glare from 
across the room, ready to dash for the center of the gym to grab a dodgeball at Mr. 
Kondo’s word. “Go!” 


Justin and Yosuke both darted for the center of the court, aiming to grab one or 
more of the three balls in the middle of the court. As he got close to the center, 
Justin ran into a power slide in an attempt to get low enough to grab the ball first. 
He was close, but no cigar. Yosuke grabbed the ball, ready to peg it straight at 
Justin’s face; and he did. Only Justin was able to grab a ball off from the side and 
knocked Yosuke’s projectile away from him, rolling over to where Kou was standing. 
It didn’t hit his skin at all, so it was fair game. He would have countered Yosuke 
now, what with him being open and all, but Justin couldn’t get a good shot on him 
when his knees were on the ground, his back almost all the way curved backwards. 
Instead he simply stood up, jumping as he avoided the other ball that Yosuke had 


managed to grab. There were three balls on the court at a time; the one in the 
center Yosuke grabbed, the one to Yosuke’s left that Justin had grabbed, and the 
one to Yosuke’s right that Justin had forgotten all about. 


Dodgeballs flung back and forth between the two sides; each of the ‘main 
contestants’ persay dodging with ease; except maybe Yukiko, who just hadn’t really 
had any balls thrown her way. Justin in particular showed some amazing feats of 
dodging prowess, making some rather strange positions while dodging some close 
calls. If Yosuke wasn’t so busy trying to win, he probably would have died laughing 
at some of the poses Justin had ended up making. The match continued, though, 
and student after student were eliminated from the match; even that one kid with 
the afro that was so good at PE. Yu and Justin liked to call him Funky Student as an 
inside joke, since neither knew his real name. It wasn’t long till the seven involved 
in the bet were the only ones on the field; and even that didn’t last for long. 


“Hey Chie!” Yu called out from his side, ball in hand. Chie darted her eyes back and 
forth between Yosuke and Yu, who both had dodgeballs in their hand. She had one 
too, so she could probably deflect them if they both aimed at her at once. 


“What!?” She shouted over, not sure whether she even should. 


“Catch!” Yu immediately pulled his arm back, ready to throw the ball. But much to 
Chie’s surprise, he didn’t aim it at her; rather he pegged it in Justin’s direction, 
hoping that calling Chie out would catch him off-guard. It kind of did in away. Justin 
had his hands in his pocket, noticing that neither was aiming the ball at him. It 
didn’t make much of a difference though; he leaned back as though he were doing 
the limbo, the ball sailing right over his head... And straight into Yukiko’s face. Her 
head jolted back from the collision; it looked very painful, even for a dodgeball. 
Everyone could hear the sound of rubber impacting bone; hell Yu, flinched 
backwards, shoving his fist in his mouth. That was completely unintentional; he 
didn’t mean to hit Yukiko at all, let alone right in the face. 


“S-Sorry!” He choked out. Yukiko just sort of rubbed at the skin on her face before 
stepping out to the side. Yu bit his bottom lip; he really hoped that she wasn’t going 
to be pissed off at him for that. Chie of course took the opportunity to throw the ball 
in her hand at Yu while he was distracted, its rubber surface bouncing straight off of 
his chest. Yu looked down at his chest, then at Chie, slightly surprised that she was 
resorting to such dirty tactics. Hell, she even had her tongue stuck out at him. He 
sighed slightly before following Yukiko’s lead and stepping off to the side. That left 
Kou, Justin, and Chie on their team, and Yosuke and Daisuke on his. 


“You know, if you surrender now we might order the cheap stuff.” Yosuke joked, 
eyeing Justin as he picked up a stray ball from the ground. Justin tossed the ball in 
the air for a brief moment before catching it on its trajectory back down to the 
ground. He didn’t so much as acknowledge Yosuke’s smartass remark. He was 
already down one of his best players, and no offense to Yukiko, but she didn’t throw 


a single ball this entire match. She was of no significance to the outcome of the 
match. 


The group soon began exchanging a volley of dodgeballs again, projectiles flying 
every which way. Daisuke came dangerously close to taking one to the skull at one 
point; but he followed that up by almost getting Kou straight in the balls. Thank god 
he opened his legs when he jumped over it. Justin wasn’t so much as trying 
anymore when he dodged the incoming balls, making barely any movement as each 
barely sailed past his skin; hell they probably hit the hairs on his arm at some point. 
Clearly throwing balls at Justin was getting them nowhere. And so Yosuke devised a 
devilish plan. The only way he figured he was going to hit Justin, was to get Justin to 
stop dodging. And the best way to do that? Get him to purposely put his way into 
the trajectory. 


Yosuke soon stopped hurling balls at Kou and Justin and focused primarily on Chie. 
She was barely dodging them as ball after ball flung past her head. Hell, there was 
one point where she dodged two balls at once; though that was luck at its finest. 
Still, it wasn’t long before a ball came sailing straight towards the center of her 
body mass. There was absolutely no way she would be able to dodge it with the 
speed and angle it was aimed at her. Yosuke was sure Justin would jump in the way; 
so he was a little surprised when Kou was the one to do the honors. Kou dived 
straight into the balls trajectory, trying the grab the ball on his way down, but 
unfortunately losing his grip on it at the last second. Kou was down for the count. 


“You okay Kou?” Chie spoke up, confused as to why Kou would take the bullet for 
her, so to speak. | mean sure they were friends, but it was just a game dammit. It 
wasn’t like taking a literal bullet for someone. Still, she was flattered all the same by 
his sacrifice. Kou just sort of smiled from his place on the ground, still in pain from 
his collision. 


“Y-yeah, I’m good.” He groaned as he limped over to the sidelines. 


“Godspeed soldier.” Justin remarked, giving him a quick salute from where he was 
standing. Kou chuckled slightly as he sat down on the sidelines, clutching at his 
ribcage. Justin gave a quick nod in his direction before turning back to Yosuke and 
Daisuke. Daisuke was laughing at Kou’s intervention; though that was to be 
expected of those two. Yosuke just seemed completely caught off-guard. Justin 
didn’t so much as flinch to get in the way of the ball. Which meant he wasn’t going 
to be able to just nail Chie with one and expect Justin to take the fall. 


The two duos soon found themselves throwing balls back and forth again; a good 
few minutes passing before any significant change in their odds had occurred. 
Daisuke was a powerhouse thrower who could not for the love of him dodge; 
instead reflecting balls where he could. The problem was that if he got close enough 
to you when he threw a ball, it would be neigh impossible to dodge. That meant 
your only option was to try and catch the thing; which was hard with how hard 


those things hit. All the same, a ball went flying towards Justin, waking him upside 
the head. Yosuke practically jumped for joy, expecting to be able to take Chie down 
no problem. What he hadn’t noticed, however, was Chie sliding across the floor on 
her stomach, just behind Justin, grabbing the ball seconds before it hit the ground. 
Daisuke just sort of shrugged laughing slightly at the maneuver as he made his way 
off to the sidelines. Yosuke’s jaw practically dropped; now it was two on one. This 
could get very problematic. Justin turned around to Chie for a brief moment. 


“Thanks.” 


“No prob.” Chie chuckled slightly; relieved she had actually managed to grab a hold 
of the thing. Though that changed as she felt something brush up against her leg. 
While Justin was turned, Yosuke had a clear shot at him; he wasn’t paying attention 
after all. Figures the one chance he had to take Justin out right there and then he 
missed. Of course, he did manage to hit Chie’s leg while she was still on the ground. 
Chie blinked twice in slight surprise; she hadn’t expected Yosuke to try and take a 
shot while they were talking; but alas, it was a good tactic all the same. “W-well, 
guess you’re on your own.” She stuttered slightly, kind of concerned as to how this 
was going to play out now. She stood up, brushing the cloth on her knees down 
slightly before making her way over to the side, next to Yukiko. Her hand was still 
pressed against the side of her face. Yu must have nailed her pretty hard. 


That left Justin and Yosuke, each a ball in their hand, eyeing each other down from 
across the room. Justin wasn’t smirking quite as much as Yosuke was though. The 
eventually made their selves towards the center of the field, directly across from 
each other in the middle of their respective courts. 


“There’s got to be a word for this.” Yosuke chuckled slightly. 


“An impasse.” Justin remarked. It WASN'T called an impasse, but he remembered 
that one line from Red Dead Redemption and it just fit so perfectly that it was worth 
using. Besides, he doubted Yosuke even knew what impasse meant. No dodgeballs 
were tossed for a while between the two; they were too busy starring each other 
down. Mr. Kondo was slightly annoyed at the lack of activity; but kept his lips sealed 
all the same. The two slowly started to walk towards each other, ball in hand. That 
walk soon turned into a run, and while only a few feet apart from the center line on 
the court, they threw their balls towards the other. 


They both collided with each other in mid air, bouncing slightly upwards. The 
problem? Each of their balls hadn’t returned to the same side; they could still be 
caught. Justin and Yosuke’s eyes widened slightly as they made the realization, 
getting underneath the shadow of their respective balls in an attempt to win. The 
difference between Justin and Yosuke, however, was that Justin jumped to grab his 
ball. Technically, however, he would still be out if Yosuke caught Justin’s, which 
meant Yosuke would need to drop his ball. Justin barely had a grip on his ball, but 
while still mid jump, he swung his arms downwards, knocking Yosuke’s ball out of 


the air and straight into the ground. He barely was able to keep ahold of his ball; 
which was problematic in that if he dropped it Yosuke would win by default. He 
didn’t. Everyone on the blue team started cheering immediately; except Yukiko, 
who only smiled a bit. Her face was completely red from Yu’s assault earlier. He still 
looked entirely mortified by his accident, given the looks he kept giving from across 
the sidelines. Yosuke just threw his hands up into the air in disgust. How was that 
even supposed to be a fair victory? 


“Don’t worry, we’ll order the expensive stuff.” Justin smirked at Yosuke before 
dropping the ball he held in his hands, marching off to give the entirety of his team 
high-fives. Yosuke just sort of shook his head in disappointment as Yu and Daisuke 
made their way up to him. 


“| cannot believe we lost...” Yosuke groaned. Daisuke was laughing hysterically 
though; not because something was funny, but because he thought it was a good 
game. He always got like that after any good match of a sport. Yu groaned slightly; 
though not because he lost the bet. He was going to end up getting Yukiko ramen 
anyway to apologize, so it made no difference if they won or lost. 


“Yosuke, do me a favor.” Yu spoke up. 
“Yeah?” 
“Stop making bets.” 


“Way ahead of you.” 


